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DRURY LANE. 
Monday.—Hamlet, The Queen of the 
Thames, and Thumping Legacy. 
Tuesday.—Much Ado About Nothing, 
and Comus. 
Wednesday.—-No Performance. 
Thursday.—The Lady of Lyons, aad Der 
Freischurz. 
Friday.—No Performance. 
Saturday.—Much Ado About Nothing, 
Comus, and Thumping Legacy. 
Ir is a subject of just pride with us 
to allude to the event of Mr. Mac- 
ready’s benefit, which came off with 
immense honour and éclat durin 
the past week, The pieces selecte 
for the occasion exhibited the bene- 
ficiare’s exquisite taste and fine judg- 
ment,"and than Shakspeare’s bril- 
liant comedy of Much ado about 
Nothing, and Milton’s Comus, no- 
thing could have been offered to the 
friends and patrons of a national es- 
tablishment more attractive in strict 
character and interest, ‘Ihe audi- 
ence was the most dense that we have 
witnessed for years, and was earnest- 
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ly disposed to do honour to a pub- 
lic favourite, who, both as a man 
and an actor, has done so much for 
the pure interests of the drama as in 
the minds of the intellectual, edu- 
cated, and best circles of society to 





| win warm and earnest testimonies of 


public regard, Every available nook 
and corner within the walls of Drury 
Lane was occupied, and the pit to 
the elevated slips, and from the or- 
chestra to the back of the upper 
galleries exhibited one dense mass 
of anxious spectators. In addition 
to the attraction of Macready’s be- 
nefit, he offered that of his own ap- 
pearance in two new characters—Be- 
nedict in Shakspear’s play, and Co- 
mus in Milton’s masque. The ap- 
eae of Keeley in Hamlet or of 
larley in Othello, perhaps could not 
have excited more curiosity than did 
the appearance of the first-rate, 
grave, and most talented tragedian 
of the day in a gay, light, comedy 
part; but having witnessed Mr. Mac- 
ready’s late impersonation of Iachi- 
mo in the play of Cymbeline, and 
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recorded our opinions thereon m 
some late pages of our journal, we 


rightly opined with what success the | 


great actor, with his brilliant power, 
ever increasing in intensity, and his 
wonderful energies wholly unimpair- 


ed, would stamp the character of | 


Benedict. 
developed the character with pro- 
fuse excellencies, and proved his 


In a word, Mr. Macready | 


costume the play was very perfectly 
put upon the stage. 

Comus was also produced with 
rofuse luxuriance and rich effect. 
fr. Macready’s Comus was full of 

reckless mirth; and Miss Helen Fau- 
cit, as the Lady, delivered the poet- 
ry allotted to her part of the masque 


_ with great feeling; and in her praise 


study of that masterly and splendid | 


Shakspearian creation. Much ado 
about Nothing is eng of the mast 
brilliant English comedies extant 
and we cannot too highly commend 


, of temperance taught Comus virtue 
fine conception and true and careful | 


ip a strain of virtuous and impas- 
sioned fire and energy. The Atten- 
dant Spirit was sweetly rendered by 
Miss P. Horton; and the Bacchante 


| af Miss Webster was a fine piece of 


the good taste which suggested its re- | 


vival, 
so well and equably represented, 
generally speaking, and although 
opinion may be divided as to the 
performance of some of the lighter 
scenes of Benedict by Mr. Macrea- 
dy, aS some contemporary critics 
ayer there can be no question as to 
his immense superiority in the seri- 
aus portions of the character, not 
excepting the fine pourtrayal of C. 
Kemble, to any actor by whom it 
has ever been represented. The Leo- 
nato of Phelps was finely broad and 
vigorous. Anderson was an excel- 
lent Claudio, and Dogberry in the 
hands af Compton lost none of its 
intense absurdity. 
Keeley was indescribably comic—he 
twaddled with all the inanity of a 
senile city alderman, and was admir- 
ably original and effective. Mrs 
Neshitt was the exquisite and deli- 
eious Beatrice. In every part her 
acting was extraordinarily vital and 
redolent with joy and passion. 
Fortescue enacted Hero with truth- 
fulness and nice discretion; and 


and delicate discrimination. 


The Verges of | 


It has never, perhaps, been | 


intelligent and animated ballet. The 
performances have been twice repeat- 
ed to enraptured audiences during 
the past week. 

The new one act operatta of the 


| Queen of the Thames is a novelty of 





charming and modest attraction, and 
deserves to be seen by all the gentle 
disciples of Isaac Walton, whose in- 
nocent, rural, and picturesque ram- 
blings, by sedgy bank and verdure- 
tinted streams, love the simple 
plaintive strains of natural melody 
and scenes of every-day life in its 
quietserenity and repose of the modes 


and routines of village or suburban 
life. 


The plot of this truly English bal- 
lad opera is somewhat of the Rossini 
school, and the music is the compo- 
sition of Mr, Hatton, a fine violon- 
cello player attached to the orchestras 
of the Philharmonic and Her Majes- 


ty’s Theatre. The story turns upon 


| the sudden resolution of Michael 


Miss | 
| ornament the 


| | Thames, in the beautiful neighbour- 
Miss Ellis exhibited a fine reading | 


At the | 


close of the comedy Mr. Macready | 


was vociferously summoned before | 


the curtain by a tremendous, unani- 


mous, and thundering call of the | 
whole house, and made his appear- | 


ance with Mrs, Nesbitt. The scene- 
ry is ina great portion new; and in 


| 


Brayling (H. Phillips), a devoted 
follower of Isaac Walton (residing in 
one of those pleasant villas, which 
banks of Father 


hood of Richmond), to propose for 
the hand of his orphan ward Eliza- 
beth (Miss Romer). He at once 
communicates his intention to his 
nephew, Edward (Allen), whom he 
commissions to disclose the impor- 
tant secret, and accordingly entrusts 
him with a casket, and a letter ad- 
dressed to “ Elizabeth, the beautiful 
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Queen of the Thames.” Edward 
accordingly performs his mission ac- 
curately, as he believes, by deliver- 
ing it to Miss Elizabeth Pike (Mrs. 
©. Jones), an old maid, who re- 
ceives it with becoming importance 
as a direct offer of marriage from 
Edward himself. The lady is natu- 
rally plump and petulant, but this 
agreeable billet makes her at once 
gentle as a lamb, and tender as a 
turtle dove. Of course, this blun- 
der is speedily cleared up, but not to 
the satisfaction of either honest Mi- 
chael Brayling, or his amorous 
neighbour, for it subsequently trans- 
pires that Edward had long before 
taken French leave, and married the 
fair orphan, Elizabeth, and thus the 
piece ends with the illustration of 
the old adage of “ what can’t be 
cured .’ The music is of a 
most pleasing character, and was 
honoured with marked approbation 
throughout, With such performers 
as Phillips, Allen, and Miss Romer, 
and Mrs. C, Jones, it would have 
been a remarkable event to have 
chronicled the ill-success of an ope- 
retta. It must be added that Keeley’s 
acting of the part of Bobby, was as 
usual productive of mirth abounding 
to the brim. 

The new farce of the Thumping 
Legacy has become also an immense 
favourite, and Keeley is seen to great 
advantage, and fails not to elicit 
shouts of applause from his gratified 
and laughter excited audiences. On 
the whole, Old Drury is prospering 
and must advance in her caréer of 
prosperity while under the fostering 
care of so intelligeiit and fine a 
mind as is exerted by the preseiit 
public spirited and talented lessee. 


COVENT GARDEN. 


Monday.—The Tempest, and The Miller 
and his Men. 








Tuesday.—The Lady of the Lake, and 
the Miller and his Men. 

Wednesday.—No Performance. 

Thursday.—The Lady of the Lake, My 
Neighbo 


urs Wife, and Blue Beard. 
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Friday.— Guy Mannering, and Gustavus 
Saturday.—The Lady of The Lake. 


Tne management of this house has 
met with rntch impediment in its ar- 
rangements to cater for the public ; 
the failure of Mr. Gregory and the 
disappointment created in the for- 
feiting of Fanny Elssler’s engage- 
ment have put everything to sixes 
and severis, to use a phrase that is 
well understood. We have now un- 
derlined in the bills the engagements 
of Herr Staudigl and Ms Dupees ; 
now, whether those gentlemen are 
engaged for the English opera or the 
German, wé carmot vouch for; if 
for the formet, the sooner they com- 
Mence operations the better, We 
have had this week nearly the same 
pieces as last, and although broiled 
pigeons are very nice—yet our a 

tite gets clogged of the same dish, 
and we crave for variety. Weber's 
opera of Oberon is in rehearsab; we 
hope their will be no mistake about 
this. We are always happy to im- 
form our readers of the sueeess of 
managers generally, and are truli 
sorry when every exertion is ma 
by them they cannot comniand it: 


a 


Surney.—The interesting drama 
of Grace Clairville, which we no- 
ticed last week, is: proving very at- 
tractive, and will voubtless have a 
good run. The author we under- 
stand is not an adept, and the more 
credit is therefore due to him for his 
successful commencement. _ The 
military ballet:of action, called the 
Soldier’s Dreamy is also continued 
as the interlude and gains, on public 
favour. The plot is excellently man- 
aged, exhibiting the dream of a 
young officer about to be married, 
who is delivered up to the tortures of 
jealousy, and thence to the imagina- 
ry commission of the most fearful 
and murdrous crimes: The charact- 
er is excellently played by Harvey, 
who throughout the, business, and 
particularly in the scene, where half- 
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recorded our opinions thereon m 
some late pages of our journal, we 


rightly opined with what success the | 
great actor, with his brilliant power, | 


ever increasing in intensity, and his 
wonderful energies wholly unimpair- 


ed, would stamp the character of | 
Inaword, Mr. Macready | 


Benedict. 
developed the character with pro- 
fuse excellencies, and proved his 


fine conception and true and careful | 
study of that masterly and splendid | 


Shakspearian creation. Much ado 
about Nothing is eng of the mast 
brilliant English comedies extant 
and we cannot too highly commend 


the good taste which suggested its re- | 


vival.. It has never, perhaps, been 


so well and equably represented, | 


generally speaking, and although 
opinion may be divided as to the 
performance of some of the lighter 
scenes of Benedict by Mr. Macrea- 
dy, aS some contemporary critics 
ayer there can be no question as to 
his immense superiority in the seri- 
aus portions of the character, not 


excepting the fine pourtrayal of C. 
Kemble, to any actor by whom it 
hasever been represented. The Leo- 
nato of Phelps was finely broad and 


vigorous, Anderson was an excel- 
lent Claudio, and Dogberry in the 
hands af Compton lost none of its 
intense absurdity. The Verges of 
Keeley was indescribably comic—he 
twaddled with all the inanity of a 
senile city alderman, and was admir- 
ably original and effective. Mrs 
Neshitt was the exquisite and deli- 
cious Beatrice. In every part her 
acting was extraordinarily vital and 
redolent with joy and passion. Miss 
Fortescue enacted Hero with truth- 
fulness and nice discretion; and 


Miss Ellis exhibited a fine reading | 
At the | 


and delicate discrimination, 
close of the comedy Mr. Macready 
was vociferously summoned before 
the curtain by a tremendous, unani- 
mous, and thundering call of the 
whole house, and made his appear- 
ance with Mrs, Nesbitt. The scene- 
ry is in a great portion new; and in 


costume the play was very perfectly 
, put upon the stage. 

Comus was also produced with 
rofuse luxuriance and rich effect. 
| Mr. Macready’s Comus was full of 
reckless mirth; and Miss Helen Fau- 
cit, as the Lady, delivered the poet- 
ry allotted to her part of the masque 
| with great feeling; and in her praise 
_ of temperance taught Comus virtue 
ip a strain of virtuous and impas- 
sioned fire and energy. The Atten- 
dayt Spirit was sweetly rendered by 
Miss P. Horton; and the Bacchante 
| of Misg Webster was a fine piece of 
intelligent and animated ballet. The 
performances have been twice repeat- 
ed to enraptured audiences during 
the past week. 

The new one act operatta of the 
| Queen of the Thames is a novelty of 
charming and modest attraction, and 
deserves to be seen by all the gentle 
disciples of Isaac Walton, whose in- 
nocent, rural, and picturesque ram- 
blings, by sedgy bank and verdure- 
tinted streams, love the simple 
plaintive strains of natural melody 
and scenes of every-day life in its 
quietserenity and repose of the modes 
and routines of village or suburban 
life. 

The plot of this truly English bal- 
lad opera is somewhat of the Rossini 
school, and the music is the compo- 
sition of Mr, Hatton, a fine violon- 
cello player attached to the orchestras 
of the Philharmonic and Her Majes- 
| ty’s Theatre. The story turns upon 
| the sudden resolution of Michael 

Brayling (H. Phillips), a devoted 

follower of Isaac Walton (residing in 

one of those pleasant villas, which 
| ornament the banks of Father 
Thames, in the beautiful neighbour- 
hood of Richmond), to propose for 
the hand of his orphan ward Eliza- 
beth (Miss Romer). He at once 
| communicates his intention to his 
nephew, Edward (Allen), whom he 
| commissions to disclose the impor- 
tant seeret, and accordingly entrusts 
him with a casket, and a letter ad- 
| dressed to “ Elizabeth, the beautiful 
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Queen of the Thames.” Edward 
accordingly performs his mission ac- 
curately, as he believes, by deliver- 
ing it to Miss Elizabeth Pike (Mrs. 
©. Jones), an old maid, who re- 
ceives it with becoming importance 
as a direct offer of marriage from 
Edward himself. The lady is natu- 
rally plump and petulant, but this 
agreeable billet makes her at once 
gentle as a lamb, and tender as a 
turtle dove. Of course, this blun- 
der is speedily cleared up, but not to 
the satisfaction of either honest Mi- 
chael Brayling, or his amorous 
neighbour, for it subsequently trans- 
pires that Edward had long before 
taken French leave, and married the 
fair orphan, Elizabeth, and thus the 
piece ends with the illustration of 
the old adage of “ what can’t be 
cured .’ The music is of a 
most pleasing character, and was 
honoured with marked approbation 
throughout. With such performers 
as Phillips, Allen, and Miss Romer, 
and Mrs. C, Jones, it would have 
been a remarkable event to have 
chronicled the ill-success of an ope- 
retta. It must be added that Keeley’s 
acting of the part of Bobby, was as 
usual productive of mirth abounding 
to the brim. 

The new farce of the Thumping 
Legacy has become also an immense 
favourite, and Keeley is seen to great 
advantage, and fails not. to elicit 
shouts of applause from his gratified 
and laughter excited audiences, On 
the whole, Old Drary is prospering 
and must advance in her daréer of 
prosperity while under the fostering 
care of so intelligeiit and fine a 
mind as is exerted by the preseiit 
public spirited and talented lessee. 


COVENT GARDEN. 
Monday.—The Tempest, and The Miller 
and his Men. 
Tuesday.—The Lady of the Lake, and 
the Miller and his Men. 
Wednesday.—No Performance. 
Thursday.—The Lady of the Lake, My 
Neighbour's Wife, and Blue Beard. 
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Friday.— Guy Mannering, and Gustavus 
Saturday.—The Lady of The Lake. 


Tne mangement of this house has 
met with rmtch impediment in its ar- 
rangements to cater for the publie ; 
the failure of Mr. Gregory and the 
disappointment paces in the for- 
feiting of Fanny Elssler’s engage- 
ment have put everything to sixes 
and severis, to use a phrase that is 
well understood. We have now un- 
derlined in the bills the engagements 
of Herr Staudigl and M. Dupees ; 
now, whether those gentlemen are 
engaged for the English opera or the 
German, we carmot vouch for; if 
for the formet, the sooner they com- 
Mence operations the better, We 
have had this week nearly the same 
pieces as last, and although broiled 
pigeons are very nice—yet our roe 
tite gets clogged of the same dish, 
and we crave for variety. Weber's 
opera of Oberon is in rehearsak; we 
hope their will be no mistake about 
this. We are always happy to im- 
form our readers of the sueeess of 
managers genetally, and are truly 
sorry when every exertion is male 
by ther they cannot comifand it: 


Surrey.—The interesting drama 
of Grace Clairville, which we no- 
ticed last week, is: proving very at- 
tractive, and will Subtle have a 
good run. The author we under- 
stand is not an adept, and the more 
eredit is therefore due to him: “” 
successful commencement. _ The 
military ballet:of action, called the 
Soldier’s Dreamy is also continued 
as the interlude and gains on public 
favour. The plot is excellently man- 
aged, exhibiting the dream of a 
young officer about to be, married, 


who 1s delivered up to the tortures of 


jealousy, and thence to the imagina- 
ry commission of the most feartul 
and murdrous crimes: The charact- 
er is excellently played by Harvey, 
who throughout the, business, and 
particularly in the scene, where half- 
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dreaming and half-waking, he is be- 
wildered amidst the delusion and the 
reality. This gentleman is a valua- 
ble acquisition to the establishment 
in the ballet line, and is deservedly 
becoming very popular. The King’s 
Ransom has concluded each even- 
ing’s performance. We are glad to 
see a very clever youth at this es- 
tablishment of the name of Maskell. 
He is an excellent dancer and we 
trust the manager, R. Honner, will 
bring him forward. 

City or Lonnon,—Carbouch, an 
adaptation from the French by Bos- 
worth, Esq., was produced here on 
Monday night: need we add, with 
entire success? It isa drama in three 
acts of the Jack Sheppard class (but 
not quite so respectable as the latter 
named production); and of course 
rests its merit on the number ef its 
incidents and the gross improbabili- 
ty of its situations. We have a rob- 
ber and murderer (C. Dillon), com- 
pletely destitute of any ennobling 
feeling, and dead to all remon- 
strances; an infantry officer (Had- 
don), his rival to the affections of 
Alphonsine (Miss Woolf); and Mar- 
cellino (Mrs. Edwin Yarnold), an 
Egyptian sorceress, old peasant, &c. 
On these hang the graver portion of 
the piece. Dunn as Robichion, and 
Miss E. Daly as Jeanneton, support- 
ed the lighter. E. Dillon was sum- 
moned Before the curtain, on the 
conclusion of the piece, and an- 
nounced it for repetition every night 
(Tuesday and Wednesday nights ex- 
cepted) amidst general applause. A 
Bolero danced by Mdle. Cushnie and 
Signor Milano ; “ Jinks, or the Man 
that can’t help it;” ‘“‘ The Peace of 
the Valley ” (Balfe), pretty well 
sung by Atkinson; and Rose Red- 
land, a romantic drama in two acts, 
founded on the beautiful tale of 
** Suil Dhew the coiner,” by the late 
G. Griffin, Esq., (author of Gissip- 

us, produced last season at Drury 
pe Theatre) wound up the even- 
ing’s entertainment. 

Cockerton, the proprietor, took 


| 
| 
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his benefit on Tuesday night; when 
the Black Sentinel, Jinks, or the 
Man that can’t help it, and Massan- 
iello, were played to a very crowded 
house, 

Sapier’s Writs.—On Monday 
last, a new piece was brought out 
here for the purpose of displaying 
and showing to advantage the pow- 
ers of Freeman, the American giant, 
and Sig. Hervio Nano, called the Son 
of the , ng from the pen of Leman 
Rede. ‘The plot is very simple and 
clear: the piece is founded on an 
old tradition which the author has 
worked round very cleverly; it is 
not one of the author’s best produc- 
tions. Much credit is due to the 
management for their spirited specu- 
lations, and the manner they have 
presented the piece to the public; 
the scenery is a fine specimen of Mr. 
Fenton’s art and imagination. The 
doors were crowded at an early hour 
and as soon as they were 7 geen was 
a good rush, and before the curtain 
drew up the house was full in every 
part, and all feeling anxious to get 
a sight of the Transatlantic wonder. 
On his appearance, he received the 
thundering applause of the audience, 
and it must oon been gratifying to 
him to receive areception so welcome. 
He performed several wonderful feats 
of strength, for which he was loudly 
applauded ; the other actors appear- 
ed like children by his side. The 
Kardi-ab-dello of Hervio Nano was 
very well performed; he is a clever 
little fellow, and caused much merri- 
ment by his little antics. The Jaco- 
bo Sforza of Mr. Dry was well per- 
formed ina very pleasing style; Padre 
Formachille by Marston was very 
good ; the part has been well studied 
and his words were spoken by his 
varying look. The Lady Isabella, 
by Miss Rankley, may be ranked a- 
mong her finest performances; she 


| keeps to the letter throughout the 


| piece. 


The Son of the Desert was 
announced for repetition by Marston 
until further notice amidst deafening 
applause, and has been followed by 
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That rascal Jack, Therese, and Obi 
every evening to overflowing and de- 
lighted audiences. 

Somerset GALLERY, Stranp.— 
There is now exhibiting at this gal- 
Jery two of the most extraordinary 
children ever seen, for the particu- 
lars of which we refer our readers 
to an advertisement in our advertis- 
ing columns. These remarkable boys 
were born in Ireland, but have been 
in this country for these last three 
years and have been rapidly encreas- 
ing In size the last two. Fat child- 
are generally rather disgusting than 
otherwise, but the ‘“ Hibernian 
Brothers” have the rare quality of 
being really very handsome ; having 
the advantage of fair and beautiful 
skin, small features, dark eyes, and 
well proportioned limbs; they are 
great curiosities and worthy of the 
notice of the curious, and the facul- 
ty in particular. 

At the same gallery is an exhibi- 
tion of a very disgusting description, 
it is entitled The Industrious Fleas: 
here we see these disagreeable ani- 
mals tortured in a manner very un- 
worthy of the ability put in practice 
to entertain the public. However, 
the scheme to all appearance fails— 
the public in general are not to be 
yulled by such brutality; nor do 
hey desire to pay to see that which 

& all times they would most willing- 
l avoid. 


COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our Correspondents. 


Bau.—This theatre with the excep- 
tiot of the star nights, is not, we 
are orry to say, so well attended as 
its »irited management deserves. 
Amogst the stock company are se- 
veralLondon favourites, including 
that o Holl of the Haymarket thea- 
tre, &€ Mr.and Mrs. Charles Kean, 
Wallac. Henry Betty, &c., have al- 
ready peared; the forthcoming 
stars ar to be Farren, Webster, 
Stricklan,, Vandenhoff, Madame 
Vestris, Fuzwilliam, Cerito, Buck- 











ston, and several others; a fair proof 
truly, that the observation we com- 
menced with is founded on truth. 

Wisspeach.—This theatre opened 
on Friday, the 24th February, with 
the united Leicestershire and Lin- 
colnshire companies, under the man- 
agement of Mrs. Robertson. They 
commenced with Charles XII, and 
Our old House at Home, in both of 
which, Miss Land made her first 
Fa gpreene in this town. We fear 
the attraction of Batty’s Circus will 
prevent their entire success, 

Mr. MACREADY’S BENEDICT. 
To the Editor of the Theatrical Journal: 
Sir,—Being in the boxes on the occasion 
of Mr. Macready’s benefit, I found my- 
self next a gentleman, a playgoer of the 
old school, with whom I had the pleasure 
of an acquaintance, and who had witness- 
ed the efforts of Lewis, C. Kemble, and 
others in the part. I naturally wished, 
after the play was over, to have his opini- 
on of Mr. Macready's performance, and 
at the conclusion, proposed the question 
tohim. “Sir,” said he, “I have been 
more than delighted, for although I can- 
not think Mr. Tacretdy's conception of 
the part to be correct, yet the genius with 
which he has invested it, and the total 
originality of the conception, together 
with its exquisite humour, disarm criti- 
cism, and oblige me to honour that mighty 
talent that can delineate with equal power, 
the tragic and the comic muse, 

Yours Obediently, 
A PLAY-GOER, 





KEMBLE anp tHe RHINOCEROS. 


K.—We've got a rhinoceros, and 
a fine fellar she is too. 

Kem.—Introduce me to him. You 
object. Go call Mr. Polito, your 
very noble and approved good mas- 
ter. 

On the arrival of Mr. Polito, Kem- 
ble addressed him. “ Mr. Polito, I 
presume?” Polito bowed. 

Kem.—You know me, I suppose? 

Pol.—Very well, sir. You are Mr. 
Kemble of Drury Lane Theatre. _ 

Kem.—Right, good Polito. Sir, 
I am seized with an uncontrollable, 
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unaccountable fancy. You havea 
rhinoceros ? 

Pol.—Yes, sir. 

Kem.—My desire is to have a ride 
upon his back. 

Pol.—Mr, Kemble, you astonish 
me! 

Kem.—I mean to astonish the 
whole world. I intend to ride your 
rhinoceros up Southampton Street to 
Covent Garden-market. 

Pol.—It is next to an impossibili- 
ty, sir. 

Kem.—Talk not to me of impos- 
sibility. Were it an impossibility, I 
would do it. 

Pol.—Suppose any accident should 
happen—the beast is valuable. I 
would not permit him to be led down 


into the street under the sum of ten | 


guineas. 


Kem.—Here are ten guineas, Mr. | 
Lead forth my | 
| ing can say he ever accomplished. 


Polito—a bargain. 
charger—Speed ! speed! 

Polito finding that he could not 
get rid of the extraordinary appli- 


cation, pocketed the ten guineas and | 


told the keeper, (who was on inti- 
mate terms with the rhinoceros), to 
bring the animal out, with the pro- 
viso that it was to go no farther than 
Covent Garden. 


grave John Kemble actually mount- 
ed on the back of the beast, who 
hardly knew what to make of it, but 
led in a sttap by its feeder, went 
quietly enough, until Kemble, high- 
ly elated by the achievement of his 
whim, thought it necessary to spur 
with his: heels. 

Keeper.—Gently, sir. Let vel! a- 
lone. This is rayther a crusty buf- 
fer; if you makes him unruly he’ll 
piteh you off and rip you up. 

Kem.—Rip me up? Ha! ha! ha! 
what would they do at Drury? 

It was daylight; and, of course, 
a mob was collected from Covent 
Garden, At this moment Emery, 
who was also returning from a late 
party, saw the extraordinary caval- 
cade. Emery, soniewhat startled 
at the situation of Kemble, went up 
to him. 





When in the street | 
ridiculous as it may appear, the | 





Kem —Ah! Emery, how are you? 

Emery.—Pretty well thank ye, sir. 
Why, bless my heart, sur, let me 
give you a hand off-that what-d’ye 
call ’em brute. 

Kem.—It’s a rhinoceros, Fmery. 

Emery.—Lauk, sur! pray come 
down. 

Kem.—Not until I have reached 
my goal. ; 

* By goles!’ exclaimed Emery, 
as he walked by his side to the top 
of Southampton Street, when Kem- 
ble deliberately dismounted, gave a 
crown to the keeper, patted the rhi- 
noceros, saying “* Farewell, my poor 


| beast!’ and holding Emery’s arm, 


uttered, ‘‘ Mr. Emery, I have doubt- 
less committed a very foolish action ; 
but, after imbibing a certain quanti- 
ty of wine, no man’s deeds are un- 
det control; but, nevertheless, I 
have done that. which no living be- 


“What man dare, I dare, 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear 
The armed Rhinoceros _” 

‘* Bless my soul, I am getting on 
the rhinoceros again. Mr. Emery, 
will you have the goodness to see 
me as far as Great Russell Street, 
Bloomsbury.” 





BRAHAM’S RETURN. 


Britannia . subbing, her songs were unsug 


No longer the strains of her victories rug? 
Her temples of song were as mute as the grve 
Where slumber her heroes of field & of wwe. 
The leaf of the cypress was carefully bond, 
Her banner and helmet in sadness aroud ; 

The tears of her sorrow fell dim in the sray, 
For one whom a fleet bark was bearing Way. 


She knelt to the gods, with a prayer o her 
breath, 

Her minstrel to spare from the demon oleath, 

And vowed, on her lyre, no nationabtrain 

Should be tuned till he dwelt on its umbers 
again. 

Old Tine saw her grief and with pitg hand 
Brought her son o’er the wave to hiown na- 
tive land : . : 
The tears of Britannia were dried, her smile 

Shone joyously over her favoritesle. 


Britannia arose, and inextacy pse’'d 

Her minstrel once more to h S0rrowing 
breast ; 

Apollo appeared, a sweet offer'g to burn, 

On the altar of music toe Bralt's return. 
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Then knelt fair Britannia, with thanks on her 
breath, [death 
‘To the gods who had spared from the demon of 
Her favorite son, who, in national strain, 
Can awaken the sound of her lyre again. 


Chit Chat. 

Mr. and Mrs. C. Mathews are at Edin- 
borough, Farren and Mrs. Glover at Bir- 
mingham, likewise Mr. and Mrs, Charles 
Kean, 

The applications to Mr. Betty from the 
provincial managers are so numerous that 
he finds it impossible to fulfil them to the 
extent he could wish; he has been play- 
ing for a limited number of nights at Can- 
terbury. His reception, we hear, was 
most flattering, the house being most res- 
pectably attended every evening. 

Mrs. Honey has been engaged by the 
Canterbury manager since Mr. Betty has 
left, and has proved a good card. 

Mr. Fitzjames, of the Olympic, we 
hear, was so unwell on Monday, that an 
apology was made by Mr. Baker. At the 
rising of the curtain, Mr. Stirling played 
his part in the Ranger’s Daughter, and 
gave so much satisfaction, that he was 
loudly called for at the conclusion. 

Mdlle. Brambilla, soon after the com- 
mencement of the Opera season, will ap- 
pear in Donizzetti’s new opera of Linda. 
In this opera, she produced at Vienna a 
prodigious sensation, It was expressly 
written for her vocal powers by the popu- 
lar composer, and will be represented here 
with Persiani as the heroine. 

A club bearing the name of “ the Lazy 
Club” was some years since established in 
London ; the members whereof generall 
met attired in their night-gowns, wit 
their stockings about their heels, and fre- 
quently with only a single stocking on, 
generally on the leftleg. Their salutation 
on their entrance was generally a yawn and 
astretch, and then, without any further 
ceremony, each took his place at the loll- 
ing table. 

Hugh Peters having to preach a sermon 
to one of the companies of London, and 
desired to exhort them therein to live in 
unity, he concluded his sermon with a 
wish that they might be all joined in con- 
cord, accord, or any other cord so that 
they might all hang together. 

A medical gentleman wrote a letter to 
Sir Henry Halford, on cholera, in which 
he takes to himself the credit of being 
“ the first to discover that disease, and to 
communicate it to the public.” The pub- 
lic is much obliged to him. 
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“ Husband! I don’t kaow where that 
boy got his temper—not from me, I’m 
sure.” ** No, my dear, for 1 don’t perceive 
you have lost any.” 

« Mamma,”’ said a little fellow, whose 
mother had forbidden him to draw horses 
and ships on the mahogany sideboard with 
a sharp nail—* Mamma, this aint a nice 
house. AtSam Rackett’s we can cut the 
sofa, and pull out the hair, and ride the 
shovel and tongs over the carpet, but here 
we can't get any fun at all.” 

The failure of a person named Homer, 
gave rise to the following :— 

That Homer should a bankrupt be 
Is not so very Odd-d'ye-see, 
If it be true as I'm instructed, 

So Ull-he-had his books conducted 

The principal argument aginst music 
is, that it leads youth into the temptations 
of society, causing them to become wild, 
reckless, thoughtless and dissipated. But 
if music has such power over us, if it is 
such a loadstone, that it can draw us from 
the paths of rectitude—isit not possible 
to use its magnetic influence to draw men 
into the paths of virtue and sobriety? yes, 
music, like water, may either be most be- 
neficial to mankind, or quite the reverse. 
Few would go to the stagnated pool to al- 
lay his thirst, when the springing well is 
at hand. So few would resort to the low 
and noisy pot-house, if the Moral Music 
Class was at hand. Does music make us 
happy ? is a question almost needless to 
ask. Few, indeed, are they who have 
not felt its magic agency. It lightens the 
weary traveller, allays our passions, makes 
us for a time forgetful of the cares and 
anxieties of the busy world. It touches 
our better feelings, and lifts our souls far 
into the infinite space above us, to the Au- 
thor and Giver of this heavenly art. 

“* Papa, the temperance men say they 
put logwood in the port wine, Is that 
what dies your nose so red ?”” “* Nonsense 
my boy, go to bed.” 

There are two sorts of charity—the cha- 
rity of action, and the charity of opinion ; 
the former may exist without the latter, 
but the latter can only want the means to 
exercise both. 

Keep your store of smiles and your 
kindest feelings for home; give to the 
world only those which are to spare. 

We more frequently seek counsel to hear 
our Own opinions confirmed than to have 
our judgment directed. 

A facetious gentleman, travelling in pur- 
suit of pleasure, on arriving at his lodg- 
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HER MAJESTY’S THEATRE. 
Ir has been truthfully remarked by 
Leigh Hunt that the English and the 
Italian opera are almost as dissimilar 
as Italy and London—at least to those 
who frequent it with the real love of 
the entertainment; for as to the 
aristocratic circles, it is the fashion 
among them, when called upon to 
adimire anything but themselves, to 
retreat into the dignity of their in- 
difference; and accordingly a very 
different sort of pleasure they make 
of it. Not so, however, with our- 
selves, and the dilettanti who pay 
proper. adoration to music in all its 
spirit-and enthusiasm, mighty effect, 
grandeur, and power. And _ here 
too, inthe ample space of Her Ma- 


SATURDAY, MARCH 11, 1843. 


Sn 





jesty's Theatre, we have room to | 


breathe, 
harmonious revelries, ‘There is the 
original music, the whole of it, too 
—in complete score with the best of 
artists, who love the art as their ex- 
istence, and who sing in earnest and 
with true. spirit and with intense na- 
tural feeling, and the best of orches- 


and luxuriate in perfect , 


| 


(Price 1} 














tras, the best accompaniments, and 
the best of everything garnered from 
the past and living musical world. 
The house that this glorious music 
is ranged in, opens on our publica- 
tion day, and the subjoined sketch 
of what we are promised to see will 
afford our readers evidence of Mr. 
Lumley’s unparalleled efforts to com- 
mence a season with more force and 
eclat than it was ever within the 
power of any of his predecessors to 
command. We are to be indulged, 
for the first time in this country, 
with Donizetti’s new opera of Ade- 
lia, the principal parts being sung 
by Signoras Persiani and Bellini, 
and Signori Panzini, Dia Fiori, and 
Conti; the latter of whom makes 
his first appearance in this country. 
A new ballet divertissement entitled 
L’Auriore will be danced between the 
acts of the opera, introducing to us 
a new danseuse from the French 
Royal Academie of the name of 
Adele Dumilatre; and the whole of 
the recherché treat will close with 
the return of the exquisitely graceful 





























